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PEEFACE. 



The Author of these poems is now in the realms of which 
she delighted to sing. She was the mother of a large family, 
of whom six are now living ; and heing of a nervous 
temperament, she suffered during the latter part of her life 
from various aUments. She was, nevertheless, of a cheerful 
disposition, and her Christianity enahled her to sing amidst 
the trials of life, and hravely to discharge the duties of a 
loving wife and devoted mother. 

As the author wrote her poems whilst actively engaged 
in her domestic duties, they were often hurriedly written on 
small pieces of paper, and are somewhat difficult to decipher. 
Had her life heen spared, she herself would have revised her 
writings, a few of which are somewhat unfinished : for these 
the reader's indulgence is claimed. 

Although the writer made no pretensions to poetic skill 
— and her verses are the simple effusion of her heart and 
mind — it is hoped that they will be thought to have some 
claim to true poesy. 

The author believed that the Lord would bless her 
labours, if only to her own family. Her husband has 
therefore decided to publish these pages. He is desirous,, 
above all, that Gk>d may bless the perusal to the heart of 
the reader, knowing well that that alone would have satis- 
fied his beloved partner. 

JOSEPH MOTE. 
SouTHwooD Lodge, 

FoRBST Hill. 
3l8t March, 1883. 
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A RETEOSPECT. 

0*er the world of mind my soul was fired 

To flutter ber little wing, 
And, from the paths of man retired, 

God's way and works to sing ; 

And, not content to rest on earth, 

My daring soul would haste, 
Where songs of Angel's have their birth, 

And men God's glory trace. 

Desire was strong — but strength was weak, 

I, pensive, dropped my wing ; 
Dejection seized my mortal cheek, 

My soul refused to sing. 

My Father came and took my hand 
And said, my child — " not there," 

And bid me meekly take my stand 
'Midst life's domestic cot^. 
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Yet oft I cast a wistful eye 

Where thought's grand summits rise ; 
Or, to the field of poesy, 

And the student's reveries. 



Yet stm as oft my swift return 
Was urged by duty's call, 

Lessons of deeper hfe to learn — 
Experience the school. 

My Father placed me in this school, 

His wisdom I can trust ; 
For there I proved myself a fool, 

And bowed me in the dust. 

Ah ! fittest place for mortal man, 
Perverted from the right : 

First step-stone for the soul to scan 
Fair wisdom's wondrous height. 

I'd rather learn the A, B, C, 
Than soar on wings of fire. 

To scale the boundless mystery 
Open to man's desire. 



I'd rather know my tiny place, 
And learn that place to fill. 

Than the great laws of matter trace, 
Or move them at my will. 
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Infinite Father ! mighty Lord ! 

What countless souls are thine ! 
Greater thy power and grace adored 

That thou should' st notice mine. 



But hast thou led ? still shalt thou lead, 

And by thy counsel guide, 
Till the last hour of mortal need, 

I near death's turbid tide ? 

Then, oh my Father, steer me through 
Stern death's mysterious flood ; 

Till, flushed with victory, I vie^v^ 
The City of my God. 

And, when upon the other side, 

I join the waiting band. 
Let this poor caged and longing soul 

Towards her bliss expand. 

I do not claim Eternal life — 

(The product of thy will) — 
Yet feel within a struggling fight 

That longs that life to fill. 

As Christ has purchased Heaven for me, 
Thou wilt not Heaven deny ; 

Salvation's single light I see. 
Amidst the darkenedi ^V^. 
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Oh may my eyes, with stronger sight, 
That beauteous light behold, 

Till in that light, I see more light. 
And gloriously unfold. 

All the great promises, which skirt 
Life's grand immortal shores. 

Illumined by man's life, man's light — 
The Christ — the Lord adored. 



THE ANGEL OF BEAUTY. 

Light and glory attend her wherever she goes, 
And love, like a torrent, her bosom o'erflows ; 
Whence has she come, and where did she rise, 
From the nether or the upper skies ? 

Does she stay where the wild winds blow? 
Where the blackened streams of corruption flow ? 
Where the spirits of evil and darkness reign ? 
Where the fields are reddened with war's cursed stain ? 
Where sorrow, sin, and misery 
Make one long moan of agony ? 

She dwells on earth, where the cross winds blow, 
Where the heaving deeps of corruption flow, 
Where the spirits of evil and darkness reign, 
Where the fields are gory with war's cursed stain, 
Bless God, bless God, this angel fair 
Js present in spirit everywhere. 



Aniid Life's Work and Life's Tears, 18 

Through sorrow's tears, and the chink of sm, 
Bister, her loveliness draw in. 
Brother, open thine eyes to trace. 
Her matchless and transcendent grace ; 
She's all around, and all above. 
Her voice re-echoes eternal love. 

Through nature glorious her soul 
Breaks out in one harmonious whole. 
Each varied scene and form of earth 
Proclaims the glorious angel's birth. 
The silent stream,- the niountain glen. 
Colour and shade that lie between. 

But, if, in all that meets the sense. 
She filleth with her influence. 
Supremely, in the spirit world. 
Her glorious banner is unfurled, 
Triumphant over death and sin. 
Truth, beauty, righteousness shall win. 

In human form, she once was found. 
The Christ who trod this earthly ground. 
Was beauty's self personified, 
Most glorified when crucified ; 
Men, dying, have found joy in thee, 
Thou hill of beauty — Calvary. 

Seraphic Beauty — Heavenly Light, 
Shine on this world of dreary night. 
And let the sons of weeping find 
A Saviour, pitiful and kind ; 
Till, lost in beauty, they shall shine 
Pillars of beauty — moat d\Nm^» 
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BE NOT LITTLE. 

Be not little, be not petty, 

In your dealings with your race ; 

But be noble, large, and hearty, 
Mercy beaming in your face. 

Look not, with a mean suspicion, 

As if you alone were true ; 
Then you'll reap the full fruition 

In the measure 46alt to you. 

Be not selfish, be not grasping. 
Love, not might, shall win the day ; 

Prosper, moral beauty clasping ; 
Throw not gold for dust away. 

See, in all that's true and noble, 
Christ, resplendent, leads the way ; 

Follow him, it will ennoble 
All you do, and think, and say. 

Be not little, be not petty. 

In your dealings with your race ; 

But be noble, large, and hearty, 
Mercy beaming in your face. 
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THE WOEDS OF CHEIST. 

Oh ! listen to the words of Christ, 

*Twill save you many a care ; 
The words of Christ are beautiful, 

The words of Christ are rare. 

Oh ! listen to the words of Christ, 

Twill save you many a tear ; 
The words of Christ are wells of life, 

The words of Christ are cheer. 

Oh ! listen to the words of Christ, 

There's learning's richest lore ; 
Oh ! listen to the words of Christ, 

There's wisdom's deepest store. 

Oh ! listen to the words of Christ, 

They point the dubious way ; 
And shed a light, from endless night, . 

To everlasting day. 

Oh ! listen to the words of Christ, 

*Mid the freshness of the morn ; 
A guiding ray, right through the day, 

In the sunshine and the storm. 

Oh ! listen to the words of Christ, 

When the work of day is done. 
And kneel and pray that Christ would stay 

Till the fight of life \b> ^oia.. 
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Lord speak — ^we listen to thy voice, 
Happy our souls shall be, 

Happy in life, happy in death. 

While we list, blest Christ, to Thee. 



*< And He went up into a mountain, apart, to pray. 

Matthew xiv, 23. 

He went, the Holy Christ, to pray 

Amid this mortal strife. 
He went, the God who dwelt in clay. 

The man of spotless life. 

And shall not we, so frail, so weak. 

Who fight with sin and hell ? 
Oh ! shall not we omniscience seek 

For strength our foes to quell ? 

Yes, blest example ; glorious guide ; 

We'll step, alone, like thee 
Amid the woes, that here betide. 

We'll, silent, bend the knee. 

There we shall find our strength renewed, 
From God, who hears our prayer ; 

Thus we shall go, with grace imbued. 
To meet life's work, life's care. 
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ANOTHER. 

Silent and sacred was the spot 

Where Jesus went to pray ; 
He sought the lonely mountam top, 

Before the break of day. 

8ilent and sacred, is the place 

Away from busy care, 
Where Christians seek the Father's face, 

A Father's grace to share. 

Silent, and sacred, God draws nigh, 

When earthly din has ceased. 
And downwards, from the pierced sky. 

Come messages of peace. 

The drooping face, now glows with grace, 

' And straight through every vein. 
Flows strength to lift the fallen shield, 
And face the foe again. 

Flows strength to wield the mighty sword, 

The Spirit's conquering power ; 
To fight the battle of the Lord 

In time's appointed hour. 
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THE HOLY SPIEIT. 

Blest Spirit, thou must work in me, 

For I have nought within, 
If I should take the mourner's plea. 

Or save a soul from sin. 

Thou need'st not learning's treasured store 

The dying soul to save ; 
Thou only wantest heart made pure, 

Made faithful, and made brave. 

'Tis faith that scans the battle's length, 
And fights with skill and power ; 

While genius, trusting to her strength. 
Fails in the trying hour. 

Thou living Truth of God most pure. 

Thou great immortal Flame, 
On withered souls thy blessing pour. 

To magnify thy name. 



TONGUES OF FIEE. 

" And they were all filled with the Holy Ghost.'*— Acts ii. 4. 

Ye men of God, who weekly stand 
To fill the pulpits of the land. 
Though much ye have at your command, 
Time, talents, learning, treasures, stores. 
The sacred dead have left as yours. 
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Though deep ye drink from many springs, 

Though far ye fetch your offerings, 

Though excellent the feast ye place. 

Toil-worn, to suit the mental taste ; 

Yet what, with all your toil and pain 

If, what you seek, you should not gain ? 

Instruction may, like manna, fall 

Upon the heart, and almost pall ; 

Thoughts beautiful the ear may fill. 

May please, and yet not move the will ; 

Even the naked gospel, bare 

From trappings, many make it wear, 

May pass before the human mind, 

And leave no farther trace behind ; . ' 

Just like the unsouled eye may gaze 

Unmoved, upon the noon-day*s blaze, 

See glowing landscapes — passing fair, 

Nor dreajn that loveliness lie there ; 

Or view, be-fooled, Creation work 

Without a God, who called it forth. 

Ye men of God who weekly stand 

To fill the pulpits of the land. 

Take not the spiritual reins. 

To move men's souls with human pains ; 

With human pains your offerings place 

Upon the altar of His grace ; 

With human pains then ask that fire 

May grant you all your heart's desire, 

And wait in faith, till you shall see 

The power of God's own energy, 

Which like magnetic streams ahdHrc^^L 
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And vibrate through the human soul. 
Yourself the first that soul to fill, 
Yourself to move the latent will, 
Open to mercy's living stream. 
Glowing with love's transporting beam. 
Hark ! the loud thunder at the door 
Of the dulled spirit evermore ; 
'Tis Heaven's electric lightning flash 
Which shews the danger, sounds despatch. 
Another sinner bends the knee, 
And meekly would thy mercy see, 
*Tis Heaven's Son, oh ! glorious sight 
Bevealing paths of truth and right. 

Ye men of God who weekly stand 
To fill the pulpits of the land. 
Though much ye have at your command, 
Time, talents, learning, treasures, stores, 
The sacred dead have left as yours. 
Though deep ye drink from many springs. 
Though far ye fetch your offerings. 
Though excellent the feast ye place. 
Toil- worn to suit the mental taste. 
Yet what, with all your toil and pain 
If, what ye seek, ye should not gain ? 
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BE BEADY FOB SUDDEN ALABM. 

With thy nerves strung to bear all that may come 

On the frail tenants of mortality ; 

This is a world of danger, death, and strange 

Surprises. Be ready then with thy 

Strong arms of faith around 

Thy God, that on that bulwark 

Thou may'st stay thy soul whilst shattered 

Treasures, scattered at thy feet, 

Be gone, yea gone for ever from 

Thy grasp ! — Great God ! 

In life's extremities alone, 

'Tis there the soul can rest ! Like the 

Poor child feels in his mother's arms, 

He's safe, and blest from all 

That terror strikes and kindles fear. 



BAD HABITS. 

Oh ! ye, who feel the tyrant's chain, 
Bad habit, every muscle maim. 
Not hopeless bear the writhing pain, 
Courage ! your foe shall yet be slain. 

What is it mars your usefulness ? 
What is it blights your happiness ? 
Face it — seize it — hurl it yonder, 
Hasten, lest its cords gro^ «>\»xoti^^T. 
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Ob ! the cords that press on mortals, 

Goad them, sting them, to death's portals ; 

Cruel bonds, by self imparted. 

Must, with God, from self be parted, 

If slavery ye love, be still. 

If slavery you hate — be, ** will." 

Rise, nobly, with a frenzied zeal, 
Eise, nobly, with a mighty will, 
Death is coming — graves are open — 
Be a man before you die ; 
Sad to live the life of slaves, 
Eise, nobly, from your first self s grave ; 
*Tis worse than slavery to be 
A servant, tyrant self, to thee. 



ONE FALSE STEP. 

But one false step, what will it bring ? 

A life of torturous pain, a broken limb. 

Only one false step, that swerveth from the right 

May lead the soul to shame's unbroken night. 

But one false step, in youthful passion made. 
May cast o'er life a sad and deepening shade ; 
By one false step, by foul companion led. 
May bring the heedless one to \)e^lQi^\ix^«A. 
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WARNING VOICES. 

a 

There's a warning voice in the falling leaf, 
There's a warning voice in the autumn breath, 
There's a warning voice in the gathered sheaf, 
There's a voice that tells of death. 

There's a warning voice in the first grey hair, 
There's a voice that bids the soul beware. 
There's a warning voice in that sure decay 
To her tenement of mortal clay. 



THE LORD WILL PERFECT THAT WHICH 

CONCERNETH THEE. 

What all this trouble Lord with me ? 

For naught it cannot be, 
I cannot dare to think my sin 

Is stronger Lord than Thee. 

Thy knife has deeply cut my joys. 

Laid bare earth's flatteries, 
What once I prized, I see are toys 

Only a child should please. 

My soul, with sorrow hath been sick. 

My heart's tears never dry, 
My sin hath cut me to the quick, 

Will God not wipe my eye. 

Will God, who makes the morning light 

Of each succeeding day, 
Not make my soul's distressful night 

To pass Uke mists away ? 
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LOOK NOT AT THE WAVES. 

Look not at the waves, 
Look not at the waves, 
But lie most passively. 
Besting upon Omnipotence, 
Amid the stormy sea. 

Look not at the waves. 
Look not at the waves, 
For Christ is standing there, 
They are the cradle of his love, 
The passage of his care. 

Look not at the waves, 

Look not at the waves, 

Thy strength is looking high, 

If thou should 'st seem to sink, 

His love would never let thee die. 

Look not at the waves, 
Look not at the waves, 
Though all around they lie. 
But see above, beyond the waves, 
Thy heaven's peaceful sky. 

Look not at the waves. 

Look not at the waves. 

No wave can cross its shore. 

But thou must cross the waves 

To dwell, where billows toss no more. 

Look not at the waves, 
Ijooi^ not at the waves, 
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But, see yon shining light, 

*Tis thy home so blest, where thou mayest rest. 

When thou hast passed the night. 

Look not at the waves. 

Look not at the waves, 

But hark ! beyond their roar, 

The music sweet, thy soul shall greet. 

When thou hast gained the shore. 

Sweeter for the waves, « 

Sweeter for the waves. 

Will be the heavenly fields. 

The immortal groves, the undying loves 

And the fruits the life-tree yields. 

Sweeter for the waves, 

Sweeter for the waves, 

Will be the crystal sea 

Where thou mayest lave, and for ever bathe 

In the untold mystery. 

Sweeter for the waves, 

Sweeter for the waves. 

Will be the harmony. 

Of the angel's song, and the blood washed throng, 

Swelling infinity. 

Sweeter for the waves, 
Sweeter for the waves. 
Will be the eternal joy, 
Which the human breast 
Shall be possest. 
Brimful, without alloy. 
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HUMAN LIFE. 

Oh ! human life ! oh ! human Ufe ! I never think of 

thee 
But it draws forth a heart-felt tear of sympathy 

from me ; 
Whether it be an infant life, or a three year full 

of glee, 
Whatever age, whatever sex, in rustic garb, or 

richest dress. 
From one to seventy. 

I care not whom thou art, or wherever thou mayest 

be, 
If thou only but dwellest in frail mortality ; 
Thou art still an earth-bom flower, which a breath 

sweeps away. 
Thou art still the human spirit, which doth frail 

clay inherit 
Just for a passing day. 

Oh ! human life ! oh ! human life ! what a tumul- 
tuous sea 

Of hopes and fears — of joys and tears ; oh ! surely 
that must be 

The wisest and the noblest life, that lends com- 
passion, helm-hand ; 
That strives to wipe the falling tear, to save the lost 
To calm his fear— to bless humajaity. 
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Oh ! human life ! oh I human life ! sad tales thy 

records tell, 
The blasted hope, the withered joy, the long and 

last farewell ; 
The life's mistake, the wasted span, the fevered toil 

to grasp a shade. 
The hoarded gold, oh I foolish man ; and is it true^ 

that mortal can 
For gold a fool be made ?• 



Oh ! human life ! Oh ! human life ! the mighty 

discipline. 
Which thou art taught, by heaven brought through. 

mortal suffering ; 
The lesson in the sick room learned ; knowledge by 

weakness gained, 
The records of the inner man ; beyond a seraph's. 

grasp to scan. 
Heaven only can explain. 



AN ADDEESS TO A CHEISTIAN SPIRIT, 
AND THE SPIRIT'S ANSWER. 

Rise spirit rise, from earth away. 
It's dust lies heavy on thy wing, 

But stronger, if thou should'st delay. 
The clods of eartb. to \»\i^^^Qvi\.^ 0^cca%. 
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Break through the stratum next the earth, 
The air beyond is light and free ; 

For strength to mount in triumph forth, 
Prayer is the sacred mystery. 

I go 1 I go ! my look above 
Was seen beyond the ether sky, 

Omniscient is my Saviour's love. 
His spirit makes my wings to fly. 

Upborne by Him, I leave below 

The tiny earth where mortals dwell ; 

The living joys of God to know, 
The living love of Christ to swell. 

And higher, higher, as I soar 
I distant see the eternal heights ; 

The heaven of heavens, where saints adore, 
And seraphs take their blissful flights. 

I see no line of bounded span, 

A blissful vast eternity ; 
My strengthened senses now can scan 

The inheritance that waits for me. 

Then why? oh ! why? thus near the ground, 
Heavy and cold and dull of wing ; 

When, but one look of faith is found. 
To bid thee rise, and make thee sing. 
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ADDRESSED TO TWO CHRISTIAN LADIES 
IN ADVANCED LIFE. 

A world of sea is left behind, 

The rude rough wave, and stormy wind. 

The hour of dread and quaking fear, 

The hour of danger, too, is past, 

And safely with your hopes all fixed on Christ, 

On Christ, now nearer to the port ye speed your way, 

Propitious blow the gale nor aught your course delay. 

But, with bright skies of blue. 

And faith's strong glass, may you just view 

Your land of rest, its turrets fair. 

Your blissful mansion ready there ; 

While friends and partners of this mortal strife 

Await to hail you to celestial life. . 

Oh ! there, no mark of age shall cross your brow, 

Immortal youth, in one eternal glow 

Shall rest upon you ; there you'll see and hear 

With strongest keenest sense each sight and sound. 

Wafted by saint and angel gathering round 

The vault of bliss ; but fairest, best of all the sights, 

you'll see 
The lovely face of Jesus who died for thee. 

Yet, till you part with earth, and cross no more 
The changeful sea that leads to yon fair shore. 
Be yours, dear Christian, still to wipe the tear. 
To cheer the tempest tossed, who on life's wave, 
Have little left, its chilling blast to brave ; 
Thus, Christ-like, may you live to hear Him say. 
Enter, ye blessed, to the port of day. 
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THE CEOSS. 

I'd rather bear the cross, 

And, through its humbling school. 
Count earthly good but dross, 

And know myself a fool, 
Than onward walk in ignorance 
Perverted by the carnal sense. 



My Father sent the cross ; 

He sees I need its weight. 
To make me steady in the course 

That leads to heaven's gate ; 
May it be borne with cheerfulness. 
Though heavily the cross should press. 



A time to lay it down, 
One day will surely come ; 

Fairer will seem the crown, 
After the cross is borne ; 

A stormy night, a weary way, 

A land of rest, and cloudless day. 
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THE CLOUD. 

A little cloud hath crossed the sky, 

Yet still the sun is there ; 
Fear not the cloud, it passeth by, 

And bringeth blessings rare. 

It gently comes, and dews the ground 

With vigour from above ; 
It softly falls, and scatters round 

Eich fruits of faith and love. 

It comes that patience too may spread 
Her petals chaste and fair ; 

That brilliant hope may lift her head, 
Nor aught be wanting there. 

Thus, nurtured by omniscient care. 

Fresh odours now arise ; 
For lo ! the fragrant breath of prayer 

Ascends to reach the skies. 

Yet, meekly, while the cloud hangs o*er. 
Dear child of God, be still ; 

Wait for the blessings, yet in store. 
When God unfolds his will. 
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GO FORTH TO THE FIGHT. 

Addressed to two yonng men about to engage in 

evangelistic work. 

Go forth to the fight ! ye young men be strong, 
With God as your might, and with Christ as your 

song. 
With the horn of salvation and buckler and shield, 
And the sword of the spirit press on to the field. 

Oh ! haste to the conflict, while still it is day. 
The sun in his glory is passing away, 
And the dimness of evening and night's coming o'er. 
And the sound of the trumpet shall call thee no more. 

Press on then, with ardour, in faith and in love, 
Go forth, for Jehovah, who triumphs above, 
The hosts of the blessed are pointing the way. 
And the love of your Saviour forbids you delay. 

Bright angels are waiting on yon happy plain. 
To tell of the trophies to glory you gain ; 
And crowns are preparing to shine on the brow 
Of all who with courage their Saviour avow. 

Go forth to the fight then, ye young men be strong. 
With God as your might and with Christ as your song, 
With the horn of salvation and buckler and shield. 
And the sword of the Spirit, press on to the field. 
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CLASS-FEELING AND WORLDLINESS IN 

THE CHURCHES. 

Bom of littleness of thought, of littleness of feeling, 
What hast thou in the .churches wrought ? 
Whence is the doctrine thou hast taught ? 
Not one in Christ, but, one in class, 
Thus God's Great Spirit grieving. 

Attracted by the shew of things, 
Thou art deceived.— Deceiver, 
Thy presence no glad freedom brings, 
Thou chillest all her life's blood springs 
In rich and poor believer. 

Not men, ,but vestments have thy praise. 
Not homes, but houses ever. 
Good taste, good breeding, most refined, 
With thee's the ** Excelsior " for mankind, 
What money brings, how blest ! how kind ! 
Thus endeth all thy tether. 

Is this the glorious gospel fraught 

With blessings to the weary ? 

Is this the anchorage of rest. 

Where ships, with winds and waves distrest 

May come, as to a haven blest. 

From life's cold voyage dreary ? 

Is this the garden of the Lord 

The beauteous land of flowers ? 

Is this the city on a hill. 

Whose light the darkened world shall fill ? 

Does this the heart of Christ fulfil ? 

Speak I speak I ye holy powers. 
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'Tis not the gospel ; but it stays 

The gospel river flowing ; 

'Tis not the garden of the Lord, 

With plants of grace and beauty stored ; 

But 'tis the weeds, there spread abroad, 

That 'midst the flowers are growing. 



FAITH. 



Can mortals, wedded to the earth. 
Beyond its narrow limits climb ? 

Yes, men of faith's celestial birth, 
Eise far above the plains of time. 

The Christ, who lived and died to save. 
Has opened Heaven (divinely fair). 

And by His mighty Spirit's aid. 

The soul can And her entrance there. 

There she can breathe immortal air. 
There she can sip the stream of life, 

And gather strength for mortal care. 
And succour for the battle's strife. 

Then, on the spirit's mighty wing. 
Ye men of faith triumphant rise, 

Leave earth below, a tiny thing, 
To view the glory of the skies. 

To see the crown thy Saviour wears. 
Triumphant throned on seats of light, 

While strength to suffer, do, and bear, 
Shall kindle at the glorious sight. 
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SPIRITS OF THE PAST. 

'Tis luxury, the mind and body free 

From aught that would disturb the haxmony ; 

To sit at ease, reclined, and while away 

An hour, with men, who long have passed away ; 

To trace the good man's life, his hopes and fears. 

His human longings and his human tears ; 

To profit by his wisdom and his lore. 

And, with his bucket, richest treasures draw. 

A sort of pensive joy the thoughts engage, 
Talking with spirits of another age ; 
Viewing the men and women of their time, 
How there they fail, and here with grace they shine ; 
How, fighting true the battle of the right, 
Upon their time they shed a sacred light ; 
How faithful using talents God has given, 
They serve their age, then rise through death to 
Heaven. 



FLOWERS OBSCURE. 

Flowers, in yon darksome dell. 
Words of cheery truth ye tell ; 
Tell, that oft in sorrows hour. 
Blooms the brightest flower. 

Pilgrims, as the way ye tread, 
With the blackness overhead. 
Know, as through the vale ye go. 
Flowers of promise gro^ • 
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Wisdom, with her mine of wealth, 
Blooms, dispensing strength and health, 
Patience, and humility, 
Peace and faith's serenity. 

Cautious, then, the valley tread, 
With the blackness overhead, - 
Gather up the sacred flowers, 
When the tempest lowers. 

Upwards cast thy stedfast eye. 
When the storm is raging high, 
Like the shepherds did, of old, 
Thou shalt a star behold. 

Brightest, in the darkest night, 
Fairest, in the gloom its light. 
Christian pilgrim, view the gem, 
The star of Bethlehem. 

Shall not we, with courage go ? 
Shall not we the valley know ? 
Flowers of Heaven are there, 
Nurtured by the Saviour's care. 

Cheerfully, we tread the way, 
Since such treasures in it lie. 
Sweet flowers, you cannot die. 
Your clime's eternity. 
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'' Have compassion on the ignorant and on them that are'ont 

of the way." — Hebbews V. 2. 

Be not too hard, *tis wisdom, 
Weakness and frailty are the lot of all 
Who dwell in clay, and sin and folly 
Mark each human soul of 
Adam born — minds most enlarged 
Swell deepest with compassion, 
And weep — ^like Jesus o'er Jerusalem ; 
Minds most enlarged see most within 
Themselves — and such a look prevents 
The uplifted stone. 



THE GRAVE. 



What is the grave ? 'tis but a place of rest ; 

A soft repose, our bodies vile to lay ; 

A house, from all corruption to imdress ; 

For saints to sleep, till God shall bid them wake, 

A new immortal forih of life to take. 

Blest form, that joins a spirit free from sin. 

The consummation of salvation's plan ; 

Blest form, that does such boundless glory win. 

The thrice blessed being, raised the height to scan 

Of God's deep love to abject sinful man. 

Nay I noble man ! of being grand and great, 

Partaker of the resurrection state. 

Like as the seed must die, its fruit to give. 

So, in the grave, the body dies to Vysq* 
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EESUEEECTION. 

Yes, in that day, the saints rejoicing day. 

Strong shall they rise, with bodies glorified ; 

No transient beauty now ; their bright display, 

Completely changed ; completely purified^ 

All that is mortal, ever laid aside 

In the full bloom of immortality, 

In resurrection robes ; not shame to hide. 

But in Heaven's courts in princely pomp to ride, 

The children of the resurrection morn. 

To perfect bliss and life eternal bom. 

What human soul, by sin and tears confined, 

Can grasp the bliss of the great marriage day. 

When saints shall join the clay they left behind. 

Their highest hopes, their noblest thoughts to find. 



THE SPIRIT'S LIBERTY. 

Be free, be free. 

Let not man chain thee ; 

Think for thyself : 

Let no sordid pelf 

Tether thy soul. 

Or its wings control, 

'Tis God's great boon to thee. 

Thy spirit's liberty. 
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The strong would hold the weak in thrall, 

Nobly ye weak your right forestall ; 

The strong man's will 

Is often wayward still, 

Let it not thee enchain, 

Tell not the sickly pain, . 

Sell not the boon God giveth thee, 

Thy soul's liberty. 



GOD'S SCHOOL. 

God's school is tears, 
And trembling fears. 
And thwarting of the will ; 
This mix^d life 
Of bliss and strife, 
Is the physician's pill. 

God's school is pain. 

It teaches plain, 

Man's folly and man's sin ; 

He swells with pride's deceitful tide, 

With strength of heart and limb. 

God's school is grief 
That finds relief. 
In sending up a sigh 
To One above. 
Who chides in loNCk. 
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Take thy Father's hand 

Thou child of dust ; 

Alone, thou canst not stand, 

Thy strength is trust. 

Await thy Father's will, 

Fear not, be only still, 

He will Himself fulfil. 

Though through a tunnel, dark as night. 

Thou goest, the end is brilliant light. 

Yea, though He lead thee through 
The dismal pass of death. 
Radiant shall burst upon thy view 
Fields fanned by heavenly breath. 
Where flowers never die, 
Where clouds ne'er dim the sky, 
Where life's fair river passes by ; 
Oh ! it is worth to pass through death. 
To take one view, to breathe one breath. 



A FRAGMENT. 

What all this trouble Lord with me ? 

For naught it cannot be ; 
The Lord will perfect make the stone, 

I am designed to be. 

The Lord will fit it for the niche 

He's chiselled me to fill ; 
More like a stone, oh, make me Lord 
Fassive to be Thy wi\l. 
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CHEIST OUE STEENGTH. 

Yes, blest example — glorious guide, 

We'll step alone like Thee ; 
Amid the ills and woes that here betide, 

We'll silent bend the knee. 

And shall not we, so frail, so weak. 

Yet combat hold with hell. 
Oh ! shall not we in silence seek 

To God our griefs to tell. 

Thus we shall go, with strength renewed, 
From God, who hears our prayer ; 

Thus, we shall go, with grace imbued 
To meet life's work, life's care. 



FLEE FBOM THE WEATH TO COME. 

Poor man ! weak man just tottering on the brink 

Of vast abysses. — Stop 'midst life's pressure, 

Know where thou art and what the abyss beneath 

Where thou mayest sink, surprised. 

Covetousness or pride — passion or lust. 

The wrap of selfishness ; the love of this world. 

God's help is always near, just drop the tear 

And raise thy voice to God, then run 

Till on safe ground, thou reate«i\» ^'ij i^^*^ ^scv^p^^* 
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AN EXHOETATION. 

Oh earth, with all thy promised joy, 

Bewitching to the sight ; 
The only bliss that cannot cloy, 

Is the bliss of doing right. 

Then let us, with less eager hand. 
Earth's fancied good pursue ; 

And strive to walk, at God's command. 
With life's great end in view. 



LOVE, 



Fair love, thou comest like the sun, 
And, o'er the home of dear domestic life. 
Thou spreadest skies of blue, and rest. 
And gladness. 



TO JESUS COME. 

To Jesus come, with every load 

That does thy trembling soul oppress ; 

To Jesus come. He paved the road 

With love, and blood, and righteousness. 

To Jesus come. He God and man. 

Who freely wipes the troubled tear ; 
To Jesus come, for Jesus can 
Bebuke the surge of every ieai. 
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To Jesus come, the husband kind, 

And on his strength and greatness lean ; 

To Jesus come and you shall find. 
That all you need in Christ is seen. 

To Jesus come, the Shepherd good. 
Who leads to waters, bright and clear, 

To Jesus come, for Jesus stood, . 

To save his sheep when Hell was near. 

To Jesus come, for welcome rest. 

When the toilsome task is o'er ; 
Oh I how completely they are blest 

Who dwell with Christ, on yonder shore. 



LOVE OTHERS. 

Weak man ! exultant sail self praised 
Thy judgment and thy prudent care. 
Those little fools, who only think of now 
Anb draw down trouble on themselves, 
But know a whirlpool lies within thy course, 
And now is near — within its draw 
How few are saved — How few are saved 
From ..... 

I meddle not with man's great destinies, 
Whether a soul is saved or lost 
Is fax beyond my province 
Crumpled soul, a narroTJ \iek«Jt\»> 
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A little joy, a blighted life, 

Blighted to all that's beautiful and true, 

The flower of love compassion tears 

This love that makes life beautiful 

And grand and happy, 

And as this passion runs through others 

Love others. 



THE HOLY SPIEIT. 

Thou art the teacher of the heart, 

Eternal Spirit ! Thou I 
Who fittest it for life's great part ; 

And calm in death to bow. 

Without Thee we shall work in vain ; 

With Thee, the harvest comes 
Of waving fields, of living grain, 

For Heaven's eternal home. 



THEEE'S NEED OF PEAYER. 

There's need of prayer ; 
The heaving deep below, 
The tempest cloud above ; 
^ God sets his bow of love. 

Blight in the storm oi \?oek. 
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There's need of prayer ; 
The fight is thick around, 
Danger and death are near ; 
With God we need not fear, 
He will our foe confound. 

There's need of prayer ; 
Father, from Thee away 
On sin's dark dizzy height 
The loved one is benight, 
Father, — then kneel and pray. 

There's need of prayer ; 
Mother, thy treasured one, 
Like the poor moth at night 
Gathers round pleasure's light, — 
Then to the footstool run. 

There's need of prayer ; 
It is the anxious cry 
Of the frail feeble thing. 
The child of death and sin, 
A note that rends the sky, 

There's need of prayer ; 
And faith, in time of need. 
Thy promise Lord shall plead. 

(Unfinished.) 
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SINNERS RAISED ABOVE ANGELS. 

Angels, fair spirits of the world above, 
Angels, attendant on the speedy wing. 
Angels, bright army of the God of love. 
Angels, fair messenger of Zion's King ; 
Angels, whose note is tuned on higher key. 
Great is your glory ; but a form I see 
Fairer in beauty, more supremely blest, 
The sinner, in her spotless righteousness. 
One of a fallen race, re-made by God, 
And by his Son espoused, a robe He wrought. 

(Unfinished). 



WAITING FOR A BREEZE. 

Blow gently gales, and fill my sails 

That I the work may do, 

Which God has given ; 

Without the living gale. 

My soul no work can do ; 

Our God awake 

My ship shall break 

Strong wave of surging sin. 

And from their depths shall up arise 

Outstretched with upward wing. 
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A HYMN FOB CHILDBEN. 

Children raise your voices high, 
God is listening in the sky ; 
Christ is pleased to hear you sing, 
He is worthy of your hymn. 

In his house above, so fair, 
Little ones are chanting there ; 
They above and you below. 
Let your praise together flow. 

"Then if Jesus, in His love. 
Call your souls to dwell above ; 
Beady you will be to stand, 
'Midst that happy holy band. 

Yes, we will our voices raise, 
Li the morning of our days ; 
To our true and rightful king, 
(}od our friend in Christ we sing. 

He will shew our feet the way 
Straight from death to endless day ; 
And will guide our wayward youth 
In the paths of right and truth. 

Then, if Jesus, in his love. 
Call our souls to dwell above ; 
Straight we'll rise and take our stand 
In the heavenly choral band. 

Holy Father, Spirit, Lord, 
Guide us, guard us, by Thy word ; 
Let us hve. Thy praise to be. 
Let us die, Thy face to «»e^. 
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ANOTHER. 

r 

Lord, what is life's uncertain way, 
Without thy heavenly light ? 

Blest Jesus shed thy gracious ray 
Upon these children's sight. 

Oh ! show them truth, and set them free, 
To reach her great reward, 

And, may their radiant beauty be, 
The beauty of the Lord. 

Let strife and anger, pride and sin, 
Amongst them ne'er be found ; 

But may the encircling ring of love 
Enclose them all around ! 

But, if a cloud should e'er arise 
And o'er these children lower ; 

Oh ! gracious Father may it be 
Thy Spirit's quickening shower. 

Oh ! may young hearts be opened wide 

To let thy glory in, 
Thus shut them from the rolling tide 

Of every youthful sin. 

Ours is the sowing of the seed ; 

Great God, 'tis thine the power ; 
Come, help us, in our time of need, 

frrant a refreshing shower. 
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ECONOMY. 

Economy, whom aimless souls despise, 

Wise thought and prudent care stand by thee, 

In the economy, of mortal life where man, 

By toil and sweat and strife, must gain the good 

Thou must stand in thy place, and take thy part, 

To have perfection and completeness : 

Thou must be man's aider and abettor, 

** Industry the right hand — thou the left " 

Controlled by thee, the gains of industry are doubled, 

Most needful adjunct of this mortal life. 

Where man, by toil and sweat, must reap the good. 

Yea, more, for as she fills her sack. 

If wanting thee, her gains ooze out through several 

apertures ; 
With thee, retained and utilized, 
In various forms, it brings in more and more : 
'Tis truly said, on thee, the temple of magnificence 

uproars her structure. 
Why one would think, much as man sighs for and 

m * ^ * * * 

But, ah t thou takest hold of self denial's hand 

And many hate this stem necessity ; 

Stern yet sincere, productive of the noble and the good. 
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STRAY THOUGHTS. 

We cannot see much on this earth, we only straggle 

to the light. 



What must it be to shake the wing and feel it light 

and free from the dead weight which 

chained it to the earth. 



Moral opthalmia clouds the human soul. 



Ignorance is the film that shuts out light and 

fosters pride. 



My work is not done, 
111 tierve for the fight ; 

My crown is not won, 
I'll keep it in sight. 



Some minds teem with actions bright 
Which pass away like meteors bright. 



Care not what others think or say, 

Pursue the right and you shall win the day. 
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In each succeeding age are found 
Trophies for Christ's imperial crown. 



'Tis music sweet, thy soul shall greet, 
When thou hast gained the shore. 



The Angel of beauty enwrapped the eye 
Of the martyr and made him ready to die, 
Bather than sully her glorious form, 
Bather than she from his love should be torn. 



Oh ! what a sudden burst of strength 
Of light and love must fill the soul 
When first it wakes in Heaven ! 



The angel of beauty is righteousness, is truth, 
though in a simple dress. 



DEATH. 



^Tis rather death, when bodies meet on earth 
And yes or no scarce struggles into birth. 
The great and good their book of life unfold. 
And secrets, by the living never told 
Are now laid bare, and from the first to last 
You see the wound up history oi ^\x^kJ^^^\k. 
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The great and good have now become her guest, 

And secrets from the living never pressed, 

Are now laid bare, a spirit by, [breathes ; 

And from the leaves a living spirit, bums a spirit 

Your spirit breathes a spirit's breath. 

Can feel the living touch — 'tis life, not death. 

'Tis rather death, when bodies meet on earth 
And yes or no scarce struggles into birth. 
No parting wall of class can sever now 
Or circumstance or sex the soul need bow ; 
Alone the want of soul, a spirit large. 
From earth's cold bondage, what a blest discharge 
From earth's restraints, rising triumphant, free, 
She glories that the soul can keep the best of 

company. 
Spirits can breathe a spirit's living breath. 
Can feel his touch — 'tis life not death. 



THE APPKOACH OF DEATH. 

Then, Father, gently steer me through 
Stem death's mysterious flood, 

Till I shall disembodied view 
The City of my God. 

And when, upon the other side, 
I join the waiting band, 

Let this poor caged and longing soul 
Towards heaven her wings ex^wi^. 
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THEY REST FROM THEIR LABOURS. 

She has gone ; but can we, dare we weep, 
While she casts her crown at Jesu's feet ? 
Now her cares are past and her toils are o*er, 
Can we weep while she rests on that blissful shore ? 

She has gone, and no more her voice of love 

We hear, while she talks with saints above, 

With saints in white, with angels fair. 

Can we weep, while she swells their anthems there ? 

She has gone, but oh ! what a blest exchange, 
View her ranging now o'er the heavenly plain ; 
See her brilliant crown and her radiant dress. 
The robe of her Saviour's righteousness. 

She has ^one ; but oh, since she is so blest. 
Then in patience be our souls possest ; 
Till the kind voice of love, which has called her away, 
Shall bid us unite in the realms of day. 

November, 1857. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG FRIEND. 

•* What thou knowest not now, thou shalt know hereafter.'* 

— John xiii. 7. 

" ^iy beloved has gone down into his garden to gather 
lilies." — Canticles vi. 2. 

Where is the flower that, near its parent stem, 
Gave promise of a ripened loveliness ? 
Some rude storm may have passed by 
And left it withered on the sod to lie ? 
Or, while dark pestilence has walked the air. 
Has it, by accident^ just rested there ? 
Oh no 1 for He who gave the flower birth, 
Controls, directs, each atom of the earth. 

Where is the child, the eldest of the three ? 

"Why hushed his voice and why his vacant chair ? * 

Why is the promise of a son and stay 

Torn from the mother's, father's, heart away ? 

Has heedless fate, with fierce and cruel blow, 

Laid the fond darling of the parents low ? 

On no I the answer is, that God's true love, 

That God*s deep wisdom, called their child above. 

Where is the busy schoolboy of fourteen ? 
His class still meets, and why is he not there ? 
Why does he not return, his duties o'er, 
Evening by evening, o'er his tasks to pore ? 
Why does he not return 1 when he is blest 
Away from earth in God's eternal rest. 
There, TFJbiJe his soul on themes sublime would stay, 
H^e views hia studiea here as cliildish igiVa^. 
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There is that flower, it blooms in paradise, 
For Christ has come to take his lily hence ; 
Doubt not fond parent, folded in love. 
Your treasure's safe, in Christ's own care above ; 
Have you not prayed, that death's dark conflict o'er, 
Your child might safely reach the peaceful shore ? 
Then strong in faith, in patience humbly wait, 
Till you shall meet him at the golden gate. 

There is that child, his home beyond the sky, 

How bright he shines in pure celestial light ! 

The spirit cannot die, but soars away. 

And simply casts aside its mortal clay ; 

Oh ! who can tell, away from flesh and sense, 

What bliss to dwell in heaven's magnificence ? 

What bliss, when time's rough storms have passed 

o'er, 
To rest triumphant on the eternal shore. 

There is that schoolboy gone to soar above, 

In realms of thought, or strike the immortal lyre ; 

Or with the spirit of the noble blest. 

Hold converse sweet, in robes celestial dressed ; 

Or with the angel throng to mingle there. 

Or more than all, the Saviour's love to share. 

H: :|c :{: 4: 

Blest Spirit fit us all to dwell above 

In that blest concourse, and with those we love. 
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GONE HOME ! * 

Active spirit ! thou art gone 
For thy work on earth was done ; 
Wearied spirit, now at rest, 
Safely anchored, richly blest. 

Spark of intellectual fire, 
Now a flame of vast desire ; 
Mighty is the flight of mind, 
When its clay is left behind. 

Earnest Christian on the field, 
Bright is left the sword and shield. 
Sharp thy sword for truth and right. 
Faithful in the holy fight. 

Valiant soldier, all is past ; 
Thou hast off the armour cast ; 
Now a crown is on thy head, 
Heaven's own starry crown instead. 

Christ thy Saviour saw thee spent, 
And an escort for thee sent. 
Angel's wings were stretched for thee. 
Active spirit, perfect, free. 



Written on the death of Mr. LiakCH, the Editor of 
The Freeman/* a BapU&t ^oxunisSL. 



it 
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ANOTHER. 

No mortal care shall ever vex thy soul, 
No passing sigh shall o'er thy bosom roll, 
No clouded thought shall give thee pain, 
Or sin shall e'er oppress thy soul again ; 
Thou art gone home. 

Thou art gone home to God thy sole delight, 
Thou art gone home to saints in light. 
Thou art gone home to angels bright and fair. 
Thou art gone home their perfect bliss to share ; 
Thou art gone home. 

Thou art gone home, one star from which below, 
Did purest love and sweet affection glow, 
What though we ne'er shall tell its struggling pain» 
Oh could we wish thee from the heav'nly plain ; 
Thou art gone home. 

Thou art gone, then rest dear spirit there 
A little while and we thy joy shall share ; 
Oh faith and patience gird, blest Spirit, 
On weeping mourpers left awhile below ; 
Shall we go home. 
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THE AFGHAN SLAUGHTER.* 

Has England done it ? In her power and pride, 
Hewn down the dwellers on the mountain side, 
Like grass before the scythe, or, on the wild, 
Cast out the new-made mother and her child. 

The old man too fills up his cup of woe, 
Amid the biting winds and driving snow, 
The children — oh ! shed a human tear. 
They go to find a homeless orphan's bier. 

Has England done it 9 *mid the nations great. 
Who did the shackles of the bond slave break. 
Who bids the foreign exile find a rest, 
Upon her shores breathe freely and be blest. 

Whose charities now here, now there, arise 
To raise the fallen, wipe the mourner's eyes ; 
Whose little children send across the wave 
Their weekly pence, the heathen child to save. 

Has England done it ? Blush ! In England's name 
Frail human dwellings were consumed' by flame. 
Whose humble occupants gave none offence, 
They stood up nobly in their own defence. 



The strong attack the weak ? Oh ! piteous sight, 
The sun went down ashamed, from Afghan's height. 

See Mr. Gladstone's speech at Dalkeitii on^^^'^w.V^T^, 
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We call them savages ; but, full in view, 

Their bleaching bones now answer, what are you ? 

Proud civilisation stay, thy chariot stay. 
Stay for to weep— in sackcloth sit to day, 
England repent thee, lest a holy God 
Afflict thee with the chastening of his rod. 

Hail noble Gladstone ! England's champion hail I 
Righteous thy cause, it must, it shall prevail. 
Not England's cause alone, thy godlike mind 
Extends its sympathies to all mankind. 



THE AFGHAN WAR. 

Oh think of the sons of brave England, lying 

In torture and thirst on the battle plain ; 
Of the widows and orphans, their sobs and their 
sighing, 

Whilst the fathers are still in death's cold reign. 
Oh ! something so startling, so awful, so dreadful, 

Should only from dire necessity flow ; 
Ye brave men of England, oh ! prove now ye helpful^ 

Come forward and stop the war^s dreadful blaze. 
Bring forward sweet peace and crown her with laurels. 

Till the Country is charmed with the brave and 
the good, 
And flies from the angel of war with his horrors, 

No loiter his ugliness able to\^^^. 
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i 
I 

I 

God help us, God save us, and though we are erring, 
Lord, chasten us not with Thy thunder and storm ; 
May Thy soft voice speak to the undeserving, let us 
hear : 



Men in high places should tread like angels, 
Such hon-ors may hang on the stir of a hair. 



THE YEAR 1879. 

Boast not of civilization. 
For man is savage still ; 

War's cup of tribulation. 
How lightly does he fill ! 

How lightly does he fill ! 

ANOTHER. 

Wake, my Country, to the danger, 

Gladstone, let your leader be ; 
Gladstone has a heart of honour, 
Gladstone will not you dishonour ; 

Cheers for Gladstone, years for Gladstone, 

Gladstone let your leader be. 

Gladstone has a single eye. 

He regardeth human blood ; 
Gladstone will not you deny, 
Gladstone's eye is fixed on GoQl. 
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A PLEA FOE PEACE, 1879-80. 

Stir not the war fever, ye men in high places, 

The soul of the devil is working in man ; 
Oh ! life chilling, heart killing, have heen the traces, 

Of demons, in fary, to bloodshed who ran ; 
Just speak to your brother, and shew him you love 
him. 

How beneath the soft beams of your faith he 
expands ; 
Love is the edge of the wedge you have got in. 

He'll grant what concessions you want at his hands. 
But give him the cold hand, and shew him suspicion, 

How his heart withers up, like a leaf at its fall ; 
Shew menance and jealousy, pride and derision, 

Who knows but his passion may burst to your fall. 
Trust Russia, trust England, trust Grod, He will help 
you. 

He comes to the noble and comes to the good ; 
His blessing is peace, and will flow to direct you 

From war stricken horrors, from death, and from 
blood. 
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